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THE OCEANS INSIDE US 



which devour starfishes' soft bellies. So was all the rest of that 
Kaleidoscopic marvel, life on Earth, which includes such unlikely 


keets, marine iguanas, and human beings who share an ecosys¬ 
tem and watery beginnings. 

iguana. We have the same genetic code. The wardrobe of our 
cells is identical. Our elements were forged in an early chaos of 
the sun. We move because carbon is a molecular wild card that 
feonds-easily. We spend a targe portion of our lives in an odd 
fantasia Sailed sleep. Our earliest versions began in the oceans. 
Just imagine a.brand-spanking-new biology. Part of the thrill of 


discovering life elsewhere in the universe will be how similar it 
makes all life on Earth suddenly appear. There are days when, 
in an excess of modesty, I slide off the present and remember 
that eons ago we began as fish flopping from pond to pond until 

To some extent, we are here because water freezes to ice, and 
ice floats. Otherwise, the oceans would have frozen solid, and 
no summer would have been able to thaw them, at a time when 
life trying to develop or just hang on wouldn’t have stood a chance. 
Remember that in winter your roof leaks because a sheet of ice 
is trapping a small ocean against the shingles. 

We still carry the primordial ocean within us. Our blood is mainly 
salt water. Ebbing and flowing, our veins mirror the tides. In a 
sense, we are the ocean's way of thinking about itself. When I 

coded as: roe, I often feel that I am returning to the womb from 
which I sprang. Skin is the thinnest layer between our salt water 
and the ocean's, our monthly tides and its. No wonder we sit for 
hours on beach towels and in deck chairs, with a patience pow¬ 
erful as thick, green glass, and watch the waves rolling without 
plot ,of purpose as we will be in time. We watch the gulls glide 
overhead like a pair of brackets and the waves run like herds of 
white mice between the hypnotic tantrums of the surf. Early in 
the twentieth century a kinky disciple of Freud's, Sandor Feren- 


czi, went so far as to write in Thalassa: A Theory of Genitality that 
men made love with women only because women’s wombs 
smelled of herring brine and they were trying to get back to the 
primordial sea. Remember that at the wrong moment and life as 
we know it will end. 

What it all boils downto is water—hydrogen and oxygen. Mainly 
it’s hydrogen, the simplest atom, consisting of nothing but a nu¬ 
cleus and one electron—or one positive, charge and one nega¬ 
tive, if you like. The positive charge is 1,800 times as massive as the 
negative; the electron, a mere insinuation of matter, its whereabouts 
iffy (somewhere within a radius of 1.15 angstroms from the nu¬ 
cleus, a range scientists like to depict as shadow). Who can say 
where the electron really travels? You watch it the way you watch 
a cat run behind a slat fence. I am thinking how hydrogen gave 
rise to everything in the universe: limestone caves sweaty and 
cool in the summer, gladioli, ocelots, adenoids, jealousy, bombs, 
pulsars, star-nosed moles, pouting, the fetlock stars by which race¬ 
horses are identified, video games, desire. I’m thinking about the 

place and solid, a hard Object in an endless ether, which exploded 
into a prowling radiant fog of hydrogen and helium, which 
coalesced into stars—some hot enough in their innards to forge 
the elements—and into planets—some cool enough to harbor life. 
What a long, dccy journey 'rom that tough, silky ball of hydrogen 
to a sac of chemicals that can contemplate its oceanic origins. 

I like to think how even the old-fashioned word fathom comes 
from an ancient Serman word, Fathmaz, which means the dis¬ 
tance between two outstretched arms. So whenever we use this 
word we are, as it were, embracing the ocean itself; and even 
when we use the word as a verb we are subconsciously paying 

but whose mysteries continue to charm and eludeUs. Just the 
other day I discovered in a medical textbook what struck me as 
an amazing fact: that the ions in the muscle of the heart—so¬ 
dium, potassium, calcium, and magnesium—are the same as 
those in seawater. I don’t know why that should surprise me. After 
all, the heart is a bivalve, too.—DIANE ACKERMAN 
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pinging sound common t 


to trigger the nucleus and 
start the circadian cycle 
tor another day. 

Jet lag and certain sleep 

time zones throws your 
internal biological clock out 
of syncvSmoking a cigarette 
at the proper time after a 
long trip may help to resyn- 


four times larger than that of 
the wooden bat. 

—George Nobbe 


When Abner Doubleday 
invented the game of base- 

the basic ingredient of the 
hitter's bat was good old 
Northern ash. Which is why 
he wouldn't approve of 
- Jeff Heald, who, if he has his 
way, will see the game played 
with a bat made of graphite- 
reinforced shells of polycar¬ 
bonate polybutylene tereph- 


s rhythms are 


The Worth bat also elimi¬ 
nates the sting that some 
hitters experience in cold, 
weather, and a ball hit by one 
doesn't make the annoying 
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Undersea towns, 
kelp farms, I iorno aquaticus 
all par t of the new 
frontier of ocean settlements 



































































Are you ready to go 
aloft? Test your acumen 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
MICHEL TCHEREVKOFF 
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scorched his right < 




fe dgcf to am I 

A melst/ ring in the leg of hM 
suit contracted 
on his&slf; arterial'blood 
froze in midair, 

drifting slowly to the ground3 
























4 Stranded 

on a chunk of rock spinning 
so w from : : 
the sun a candle coutddaM 
a sharper shadow, 
fie, never wanted to see the 
.. mek garden again, 
but he marched on anyway ;9 

























SEA DRIFTERS 
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. Most familiar are the jellyfish' 


i disk jelly ( 


















The underwater explomr 
who discovered superhot springs pulsing from 
the asean floor and who located the 
wreck of the tteftte if sending his robot to 
swim through the “unsinkable" 
liner resting f3,000 feet beneath the sea 
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4 Each black hole apt 
suddenly, remained in the in 
minutes, then disappt 
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Everything 

you do or think instantly 
alters the landscape 











iOceans are 
the result of lovesick 
medieval tears .9 









































































seem ghoulish. The Titanic is a tomb; it’s 
the first pyramid of the deep. There are 
many others. Man’s history is recorded in 
the deep sea, particularly the Mediterra¬ 
nean. I am after the Mediterranean. You 
could start almost anywhere. There history 
goes back beyond us writing it down—ever 
since a guy could float a log. 

Take a dart and throw it at the board. It’s, 
like shooting trout in a barrel. In 255 b.c. 
the Roman fleet defeated the Carthagini¬ 
ans off the coast of Cape Bon, but the Ro¬ 
mans themselves lost the greater battle to 
Neptune. Of three hundred sixty-four ships 
that put to sea, only eighty survived the 
Storm. Casualties were set at twenty-five 
thousand mariners, seventy thousand 
oarsmen—fifteen percent of Italy’s able- 
bodied men. And that's all in just one site 

Tunisia, and the tip of the boot. It’s doable, 
and it just might be my next star on the 
horizon. I've got to have a star. If you can 
do it in a year, it isn’t worth doing; if you 
can do it in five years, it’s marginal. 

Omni : What are your new goals? 

Ballard: Multiple stars. I want to continue to 
use Argo-Jason to explore the mid-ocean 
ridge and the Arctic. I am gravitating more 
toward the Arctic basin. I want to continue 
projects like the Titanic but focus primarily 
on marine archaeology. I want to work 
closely with the Navy in terrane warfare 
[making strategic use of undersea ter¬ 
rane]. And I want to continue the devel¬ 
opment of deep-submergence technol¬ 
ogy. That’s enough. So I need to pick a star 
for each of those worlds. 

Omni: Who are you? 

Ballard: I am an explorer who’s a geologist. 
I’m an-explorer who loves the ocean. And 
I’m an explorer who loves technology. To 
be an explorer I had to be a scientist. I love 
science. I love the pursuit of anything, and 
the pursuit of truth is very noble. Mother 
Nature is a much nicer individual than the 
average human. If you pursue a truth hard 
enough, you're going to learn things. You 
may not bump into that truth; you may find 
another one. The pursuit of the truth is a 
game. I think of science like the game Clue, 
in which the butler did it in the library with 
the candlestick. And the game is, Can you 
figure out the truth with the minimal amount 
of information? 

I also think truths are inevitar 
apple hadn’t fallen on Newton’s head, it 
would have fallen on someone else’s a year 
later. What a scientist or a person pursuing 
truth does is precipitate something earlier 
than it would normally happen. He accel¬ 
erates it. He's a true catalyst. A catalyst 
precipitates a reaction but is not con¬ 
sumed in the reaction. I’m a catalyst that 
doesn’t necessarily care whether my cat¬ 
alytic properties are used in science, in 

where. I don't want to be known as a sci¬ 
entist. I have nothing against it, but it’s not 
my world. Recently the question was asked, 
What do you want on your tombstone? Ex¬ 
plorer. That's what I want. DO 
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AFTER A DAY’S WORK in Jack Daniel’s 
Country, folks unwind with checkers and lemonade. 


Our oldtime distillery is located here in Lynchburg, 
Tennessee, a country town that’s legally dry. So 
even folks who make Jack Daniel’s whiskey—like 
Bill Durm and Foote Scott here—aren’t allowed 
to bu y a single drop! It’s an unusual law, that’s 
for sure. But we’ve never 
complained about it much. 

You see, as long as the 
law lets us go on making 
Jack Daniel’s, we don’t 
mind going someplace 
else to order it. 



CHARCOAL MELLOWED FOR SMOOTHNESS 
































































HOW TO IMPROVE YOUR GAME 
AT HOME AND AWAY. 
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ENTER 

E-X-P-A-N-D-A-B-L-E 

El 

PHOTO 

CONTEST 

THE CANON 
PHOTO 

LEATHER BRIEFCASES 

CONTEST WIN AN 

NOW buy at a LOW Closeout Price 

ADVENTURE 

ON THE 

SALMON RIVER! 

Enter Canon's “LIFE IN AMERICA” 
Photo Contest and you could win 
one of four exciting trips for two 
down the Middle Fork of Idaho’s 
Salmon River, including round-trip 
airfare, accommodations for six 
nights, seven days (4 night, 5 day 
river trip), ground transportation, 
food and provisions while on the 
river, 1500 in spending money plus 
a waterproof Canon Aqua Snappy 

generous pockets for organizing contents. 
Also, COMBINATION LOCKS to protect 

Case. Perfect for meetings where you need 

AS-6 camera and an 8" x 10" Ansel 
Adams Special Edition Print! 

We encourage you to get your 
camera out right now and shoot to 
win! Or, enter a photo you’ve taken 
recently. But be sure to enter! 

There are 376 prizes in all, worth 

Compare At.... 9 .. 5 !. *229.00 

snac.*69 

over $50,000! 

Your $1.00 Entry Fee 
is a contribution to the 
Wilderness Society’s 
Ansel Adams Collection 

fdays a Jg] g|jj§ |j|j 

Toll-Free: 1-800-328-0609 

35 Our overall theme is “Life in America!’ All^ 

and regulations are provided’on the official entry 

residents, 16 years of age or older. Void in Vermont 

September 1st, 1986. 

Canon 

Ml 













































The richer taste 

OF MYERS’S ALWAYS 
COMES THROUGH. 
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Dedication. 











































































THE FIRST MAGAZINE TO BRING YOU T 
FUTURE EACH MONTH NOW BRINGS IT 
YOU EACH DAY. 

Through the wonder of the CompuServe Inforr 


OMNI 


Electronic 










Free Facts That Can 
Cut Your Exercise Time 
In Half 









































































You see a flash of light tumble through thi 
sky and, with a crash, land in the woods 
behind your home. The moon’s light is 
all that guides you to the egg-shaped ves 
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